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Half. Do fo, for it is worth the liftcningto,- 
Euckrom, that I told thee of. 

Prin. So, two more already. 

F^.Their poy nts being broken. 

Po/.Dovvnc tell his hofe. 

F^/. Began to give me ground, but I followed me clofe,camc 
in foot & hand.and with a thought ,feven of the eleven I paid. 
___ Pr.O mo nftrous ’.eleven buckrom-men growncout of two? 

F*.But as the divel would have it,three mil-begotten knaves, 

• ^ in Kendall greenc,came at my backe, and let driveatme,for 
it was fo darke, H<j//,that thou couldft not lee thy hand. 

Prin. Thefe lyes are like the father that begets them, groflfe 
as a mountaine, ope, palpable. Why ; thou clay-braind guts,thou 
knotty-patcdfoole,thou horfon obfccne grealie tallow catch. 

F«//'W hat? art thou mad? art thou mad?is not the truth the 
truth ? 

Prin. Why, how couldft thou know thefe men in Kendall- 
greene, when it was fo darke thou couldft not fee thy hand ? 
come tell us your reafon What fayft thou to this ? 

P«y.Come,your reafon, Iacke, your reafon. 

F^. What, upon compulfion ? Zounds, and I were at the 
ftrappado, or all the racks in the world, 1 would not tell you 
on compulfion. Give you a reafon on compulfion ? if rcafons 
were as plenty as black-berries, I would give no man a reafon 
upon compulfion,!. 

Prin He be no longer guilty of this finne.This fenguineco- 
ward,this bed-preffer, thishorfe-back-breaker, this huge hill 
of flefti. 

F^.Zblood you ftaruelfog.you elfskinne,you dried neats- 
tongue,buls pizzle,you ftock-fifiii : O for breath to utter what 
is like thee f you taylors-yard, you fheath, you bow-cafe, you 
vile Handing tucke. 

Pr Well,breathe a while, and then toit againe;& when thou 
haft tired thy felfc in bafe coparifonsjbcarc me fpeake but thus 

Poy.MzrkcJacke. 

Pri. We two faw you foure fet on' foure and bound them & 
were matters of their wcalth:mark riow how a plain tale fhal 
put you do wnetthen did wc two fet on you foure, and with a 

word . 
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word, outfac’d you from prize, and have it, yea, and can fhew 
it you here in the houfe .* and Halftafe ,y ou carried your guts a- 
way as nimbly,with as quick dexterity ,& roared for mercy, & 
ftill run &-roare,as ever I heard Bul-calfe.What a Have art thou 
to hacke thy fword as thou haft done , and then fey it was in 
fight? what tricke?what device ? what flatting holecanft thou 
now finde out, to hide thee from this open & apparant fhame? 

T^.Come lets hear et Jacks t what tricke haft thou now ? 

Half. By the Lord, I knew yce as well a s he that made yes. 
Why heare you matters , was it for me, to kill the Heire ap- " 
parant?fhould I turne upon the true Prince ? Why, thou know- 
eft I am as valiant as Hercules : but beware inllinCf, the Lyon 
Will not touch the true Prince, inttind is a great mattcr.I was a 
coward on inftind, I {hall thinkc the better of my felfc , and 
thee, during my life;!, for a valiant Lion, and thou for a true 
Prince : but by the Lord, Lads, I am glad you have the money. 
Hofteffe clap to the doores, watch to night, pray to morrow : 
Gallants,Lads,Boyes, Hearts of gold, all the titles of good fel- 
lowfhip cometoyou.What,fhallwe be merry ?fhall we have 
a Play extempore ? 

"Prin. Content, and the argument fhall be, thy running away. 

Half. A, no more of that Halji thou loueft me. Enter Hofiejje 

Hof. O Jefu, my Lord the Prince l 

Prin How now my Lady the Hoftefle,what feift thou tome? 

Hof. Marry. my L .there is a noble man of the court, at doore, 
would fpeake with you: he feyeshe comes from your father. 

Prin, Give him asmuch as will make him a Royall man, and 
fend him backe againe to my mother. 

Half : What manner of man is he ? 

Hof. An old man. 

F^/.What doth gravity out of his Bed at mid-night ? Shall 
I give him his anfwer ? 

Pww.Prethee do eftacke. 

Hal. Fayth, and i’le fend him packing. 

Pm.Now firs:birlady you fought faire, fo did you Pete , fo 
did you Par del you. are Lyons too, you ran away uponinflind, 
you will not touch the true Prince, no, fie. 

Z^r.FaithjI ran when I few others runne. 

E Prince. 




